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THE DUGOUT CANOE 

of the Southern Indiom 



BY RED THUNDERCLOUD 

The Indian of the southern part of the United States 
did not use the birch bark canoe, simply because 
the birch from which the canoe is made was not 
commonly grown much below the New England 
area. Instead, the southern Indian would fell a dead 
tree by building a series of fires around the base of 
the tree. After much burning, the tree would weaken 
and fall to the ground. Then, the men would build 
small fires on the top of the tree and then chop 
away the burnt wood with axes. Small fires would 
again be built and the same steps would be followed 
until the tree had been gouged out. The front was 
generally carved to a point and sometimes deco- 
rated with animal symbols and clan totems. 

After finishing his dugout canoe, the Indian would 
go deep into the woods and pray to the Creator and 
ask him to bless his boat so that, with it, he would 
catch many fish and win many victories. They 
believed that to use a canoe without the proper 
ceremony would bring bad luck to the owner. 
In the Southern States, the rivers and creeks were 
often shallow and the canoes would be poled in 
shallow water and paddled in deep water. One man 
poling a dugout could skim along the surface of 
the water with unbelievable speed. The dugout was 
also excellent for getting through marshes. 
Aiming the Mattaponi and Pamunkey, two early 
Virginia tribes, the dugouts were made of yellow 
pine. The Chickahominies, another large Virginia 
tribe, used cypress as did the Catawba. Creeks and 
Seminoles living further south in South Carolina, 
Alabama and Florida. 
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DELL COMICS ARE 



THEM BE ALL 
RIGHT NOW! BUT 
THIS NO WEATHER 
FOR TRAVELING! 
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BUT FOR EVERY DESPERATE FOOT FORWARD THEY 
POLE , THEY ARE SWEPT TWO FEET FURTHER DOWN 
THE RAGING RIVER. .. 
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ME8BE TONTO CAN 

SWIM SCOUT ACROSS 

WITH KLINE FROM 

THIS SIDE! THEN 

WE CAN FERRY YOU 

OVER 




didn't think he could fight^V 
against that current' i was j 
afraid you wouldn't be able/ 

TO MAKE IT BACK! r . , ^ / 




BUT IT SURE DOESN T MAKE THINGS EASIER 
HAVING THOSE FOLKS WATCHING OUR VAIN 

ATTEMPTS TO CROSS THE RIVER AND 

KNOWING THEIR VERY LIVES MAY DEPEND 
ON MY GETTING OVEN, 




ONCE THE STRING IS ACROSS THE RIVER, A HEAVIER 
ROPE IS TIED TO IT AND PULLED OVER, UNTIL 
FINALLY, A STRONG LINE CROSSES THE 
RAMPAGING RIVER AND THEN. . . 
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NOW YOU LL HAVE TO 
LISTEN TO REASON • 
MAYBE I CAN CONVINCE 
YOU WHY YOU SHOULD 
CALL OFF YOUR RAIO 




THUNDER CLOUD f WHAT \ 






ARE YOU DOING HERE? J/gSSL 
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J|V YOU TO SEE WHAT ^^ 
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i reined in on a rise 
ahead: crow raiders 

ARE COMfNGt 





WE LL TAKE BACK OUR FOUR WAR PONIES 
AND THE OTHER TWO WILL REMAIN WITH 

US AS THE PRICE OF YOUR FREEDOM; 

RUN TO YOUR CAMP ON FOOT SO ALL THE 
CROWS WILL KNOW YOU'RE LIMPING 
HOME XWpEFEAT, 
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Dawn's first light colored the towering 
pueblo and the young Zuni boy, Sun Cloud, 
scampered down the ladder and jumped onto 
the sandy plain. Above him, the other young 
Zunis called, "Aren't you coming with us. Sun 
Cloud? We're going to catch beetles and race 
them." 

"No," Sun Cloud shouted back, "I'm going 
to the old river bed." 

"Good-by, Dig-in-the-Sand!" the others 
hooted. That was the name they had given 
Sun Cloud, for he was always scraping old 
river beds, studying the rocks and the ways 
of the underground streams. More than any- 
thing, Sun Cloud wanted to learn the secret 
ways of water for in his dry, hot and almost 
rainless land, water meant life. Countless 
moons ago, his people had carved giant cis- 
terns out of .the rocky hillside to catch the 
rain water when there was a storm. Every drop 
was precious. Irrigation ditches crisscrossed 
the fields, carrying the vital water to the 
crops the squaws tended. But there was al- 
ways water below the surface. Sun Cloud 
knew and he was determined to be able to 
tell where one should dig to strike it. As 
he was digging in the sand, following a liz- 
ard's hole below the surface, one of the Zuni 
boys kicked sand at him. "Well, Dig-in-the- 
Sand, are you afraid to play with us?" 

Sun Cloud ignored the remarks, but the boy 



kicked more sand in his face, as the other 
young Zunis came up to watch. Suddenly, 
Sun Cloud straightened up, his hand lashed 
out and he hit the teaser on the jaw. Down 
he went before the amazed eyes of the others. 
"Do you still think I'm afraid?" Sun Cloud 
demanded. But the other boy slinked off si- 
lently, nursing his jaw. No one teased Sun 
Cloud about his studies after that. 

Then one day the tribe sat in council under 
a hot, merciless sun. The chief said it had no* 
rained for three moons. The crops were 
withering, the water in the deep cisterns was 
almost gone. The medicine man would put 
out the prayer sticks and pray for rain. But 
if it did not come . . . surfely, the Zunis 
would die of thirst. Silently, the Zunis watched 
the shaman plant the colored prayer sticks in 
the hot, dry sand. But two days passed and 
still there was no rain. 

Then Sun Cloud spoke to the chief. He 
thought hecould find an underground stream. 
The desperate chief listened readily to the 
boy. The whole tribe marched out onto the 
stifling plains, as Sun Cloud carefully studied- 
the ground, looking for all the signs he had 
learned would reveal water beneath the sur- 
face. Finally, he pointed down and said, "Dig 
here!" 

But, an hour later, the braves stopped dig- 
ging. The sand wasn't even moist. They turned 
from the pit, thirstier than before, as the boys 
hooted and jeered Sun Cloud. As the others 
started off, he continued to dig. He was- cer- 
tain the signs were right. Perhaps they had 
given up too soon. Suddenly the sand turned 
a darker shade— it was moist! He dug faster 
now. It was wet, muddy sand that he dug up. 
Then, at last, water bubbled up into the pit 
and kept seeping up till the pit was filled. 
• "Come back! Come back!" Sun Cloud shouted. 

For five days and nights, the water from 
the pit Sun Cloud found kept the tribe alive. 
On the sixth day, the rains finally came. The 
other boys never called Sun Cloud by the 
jeering name of Dig-in-the-Sand again. They 
realized now that though he didn't play games 
with them every day, though at times he acted 
differently from the rest, but for his special 
knowledge, their tribe would have been 
doomed. 




THE VALLEY THAT 
k"^ SHOOK ,f 



THE PAINTED PONY, ALONG 
WITH THE OTHER BACHELORS, 
FOLLOWS THE MIGHTY HERD 
OF WILD HORSES INTO A NEW 
VALLEY THE MUSTANG 
LEADER HAS FOUND,, . 





INSIDE THE NARROWPASS.THE PAINTED PONY FEELS 
TRAPPED IN AN UNKNOWN VALLEY! BEFORE HE EATS, 
HE WANTS TO EXPLORE THE FEEDING GROUNDS. , . 



SOON.THE BACHELOR STALLIONS EAGERLY CHEW ON THE 
LUSH, FRESH BUFFALO GRASS, WHILE A SHORT DISTANCE 
AWAY, THE MARES EAT UNDER THE LEADER'S WATCHFUL 
GAZE... 
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THE LEADER TURNS FOR THE VALLEY ENTRANCE, BUT 
FALLING DEBRIS QUICKLY SLOCKS IT. . . 




AROUND AND AROUND, THEY MILL SENSELESSLY.AS THE 
GROUND UNDER THEM CONTINUES TO SHAKE, QUIVER 
AND RUMBLE OMINOUSLY... 



THEN THE PAINTED PONY TRIES TO TAKE CO 


MM AND! AGAIN 


AND AGAIN, HE NIPS THE LEADER, TRYING 7C 


FORCE HIM ON 


TOWARD THE SECOND VALLEY EXIT. . . 
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FINAUY.SENSING A PURPOSE BEHIND THE PAINTED PONY'S 
PROMPTfN6S,THE LEADER FOLLOWS HIM AND THE HERD 

RACES AFTER THEM.... ■■ ,</ 



THE GROUND IS STILL UNSTEADY AND SUODENLY.A GREAT 
CRACK ZIGZAGS ACROSS THEIR ESCAPE ROUTE.. . 




BUT THE PAINTED PONY KNOWS THEY MUST CROSS 
THECREVICETOGETOUTOFTHE VALLEY. ASHE 

VAULTS OVER.THE REST OF THE HERO LEAPS 

TOO... 




SWIFTLY, THEY FILE OUT BEHIND THE PAINTED PONY THROUGH 
THE ENTRANCE HE DISCOVERED EARLIER— -AND JUSTIN 
TIME E FOR AS THE LAST HORSES REACHES THE OPEN 
PLAINS.THE QUAKE SEALS OFF THE VALLEY 



AND THEN THE MUSTANG LEADER REATJZES THAT THE 
PAINTED PONY WAS RIGHT? BEFORE GRAZING IN THE 
STRANGE VALLEY.HE SHOULD HAVE EXPLORED IT SO 
HE WOULD HAVE KNOWN HIS WAY ABOUT IN CASE DANGER 
STRUCK. . . BUT LUCKILY.THE PAINTED PONY PUT THE 
HERD'S SAFETY AHEAD OF HIS HUNGER I 




QUICKLY, TONTO RELATES THE INCIDENT... 



YOU WEREQUITE RIGHT, TONTO! GOOD SHOW r 
I RATHER FEAR MY GUI DE WAS A TRIFLE 
OVER-ZEALOUS ABOUT PROTECTING ME! 

TO MAKE UP FOR IT, 

WOULD YOU HONOR ME 
AT THE TABLE? 






TONTO SEE HERD \S 
NEARBY EARLIER! K: 
BUT CAN YOU USE / 

bow? ^y 


f I'D LIKE A ISO AT IT> N 

! YOU SEE, I NEED. A 
L BUFFALO HEAD FOR MY 
*^- TROPHY'ROOMr> 
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NEXT MORNING... 





NOTHING REALLY? YOU SEE, 
THESE CHAPS MADE THE UNFORT- 
UNATE MISTAKE OF JUDGING A 
MAN BY HIS APPEARANCE RATHER 
THAN BY HIS ACTIONS f in 
ENGLAND, I'M CONSIDERED NOT 
ONLY THE MOST FASHIONABLE 
DRESSER--- BUT THE FINEST 




DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 







INDIAN WAR RECORDS 




Among the Indians some records of 
their deeds were kept by picto- 
graphs— thought writing which con- 
veys ideas by means of pictorial 
signs. 

The use of pictographs reached its 
highest form among the Kiowas and 
Dakotas, whose calendars or winter 
counts were painted on buffalo 
hides and told the events of the past 
year. While the tribe kept its record, 
a brave might also keep his own per- 
sonal history by drawing picture 
signs of his deeds on his buffalo hide 
robe or on the side of his buffalo 
skin tepee. 

Another form of recording past 
events was the petroglyphs— picture 
writing made on large boulders or 
on the walls of caves. The symbols 
would first be cut into the stone and 
then painted so all could read the 
story of some tribe's valorous deeds. 
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Tin- IMl Trademark is, and always 
has been, a positive guarattt&e that 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
inins only clean and wholesome 
entertainment. The Dell code elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates. 
Objectionable material. Thai's why 
when your child buys a Dell Comic 
yon can lie sure it contains only good 
fun. H DEIX COMICS arf. good comics" 
is our only credo and constant goat. 



^Playitsmait-PLAYS&FE 
when you go swimming ^ 

by 8/7/ W&dorn 
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'USE THE 'BUDDY' SYSTEM. 
HE WATCHES OUT FOR YOU, 
YOU FOR HIM. BE SURE A 
ROPE, BOAT LIFE PRESERVi 
OR LIFEGOARD IS HANDY" 
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SNOJ FUNNY TO DUCK 01 
ROUGH-HOUSE ANYONE IN THE 
WATER. AN UNEXPECTED 
SWALLOW OF WATER 
CAN CHOKE A 
PERSON AND MAKiftJ»\ 
l| 
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"who doesn't get . 

dry tost! 



"Setting sick is no . 
use a towel before lying* 
in the sun, and change to 
warm, dry clothes when 
you're cold or tired. thats 

THE WAY TO STAY WELL AND 
GET IN ON Au. THE FUN" 




purmsMW w°-' Remind your Mom that 

JUICY FRUIT GUM is a healthful treat ^^ \p /A |_ 

■ . _.;i „„,,», =Doeiite. Tell her to I -.wriglfVs \ 1 

that won t spoil your appew ^ ^ H»MI>\ 

get some and keep plenty on hand. J ^ 



